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WED. * Fal de ral, ce. 


y from my yiew Ay the world and its rife, _ -p 
banquet of fancy's the feaſt of ny life, _ 
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All love's helting energies ſink in my ſoul, _ g 1: 8 
And this fountain of bliſs is let loole in my bo! wh 4 
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(2) 
— Fra: 
You aſk why drink, and my reaſon is plain; 
To gild with bright colours life's picture again, 
From the cold track of care my warm heart to re- 
move, . 


And revel tranſported with nature and love. 
Fal de ral, &c. 


IV. 
To the fairer I fill, to the fairer L think,  - 
Mine is not a clay that grows muddy with drink; 
The bubbles that riſe in gay colours are dreſt, 

And love's the ſoft ſediment lies at my breaſt. 

Fal de ral, &c. 
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1 
M./y ſpirits in burſls of wild ſympathy 1 


And friendſbi ind Sure To 227 5 ＋2 * 
And i ſo ſocial one” each thought, 


44 And I curſe the cold maxims dame prudence has 
| taught, 
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8 


Fei deral, de, 
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VI. 
What ay Coding Gods! when thou bring'l to 
my view 
Thoſe ſcenes of wild ſoftneſs i my \boſom once knews. 
I gaze as fond Memory's viſion goes by, Cong 
And double the bliſs, tho the teat's i in my eye. PA 
| | Fal de ral, &c. 


fl Then 


VII. 
Then give me, great Gods, but a friend with my 
a wine, ; \ * | . 
Whoſe heart has been heated and ſoften'd like mine, 
In ſoc ial effuſions we'll cheriſh each ſoul, 
And ſhare the wild magic that lies in the bowl. 
Fal de ral, db. 
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HEN the faney-ftirring bowl © 
Wales its world of pleaſure, 
Glowing viſions gild my ſoul, 
And life's an endleſs treaſure; 
Mem'ry decks my waſted hearty 
Freſh with gay deſires, 
Rays divine their heat impart, 
And kindling hope inſpires, 


1 N os NI ge 
" Then who'd be grave, | 8 
When wine can ſave 
The heavieſt ſoul from ſinking, 
And magic grapes 
Give angel ſhapes 
To every girl we're drinking? 


II. _ 
Here ſweet benignity and love . 
Shed their influence round us, 


Uther d ills of life remove, 
And leave us as they found us: 
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Tho' my head may ſwim, yet true, 
Still to nature's feeling z 
Peace and beauty ſwim there too, | _ 
And rock me while I'm reeling. - 
Then who'd be grave? &c, 


III. „en N00 
On youth's ſoft pillow tender truth 
Her penſive leſſon taught me 5 
Age ſoon mock'd the dream of youth, 
And wiſdom wak'd and caught me; 
A bargain then with love I knock't, 
To hold the pleaſing gipſey; 5 
When wiſe, to keep my boſom lock't, | 
But turn the key when tipſey, 


When time had *ſwag'd my heated heart, | | 
The grave bay blind and ſimpleʒ b 
Forgot to cool bas little part, — 


Juſt fluſh'd by Lucy's dimples : 
That part's enough of beauty's type; 
To warm an honeſt fellow, 
And tbo” it touch me not when ripe, 
It melts fill while I'm mellow. 
Then who'd be grave? &c. 


TS}; 


V. 


Life's a voyage we all declare, 
With ſcarce a port to hide in 3 
Perhaps it may to pride or care. 
That's not the ſea | ride in: 
Here floats my ſoul till fancy's eye 
Her realms of bliſs diſcover ; 
Bright worlds that fair in proſpect lie, 
_ To him that's half ſeas over. 


CHORUS 


Then who'd be grave, 
When wine can fave 
The heavieſt foul from linking, 


I And magic grapes 
8 Give angel ſhapes 


To every girl we're drinking. 
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No III. 


(oa) 
Ne IH. 
SUNG BY 'THE PRINCE OF WALES 
TO A 


CERTAIN LADY. 


Tune—There's a difference between a Beggar and a 
{87 & 4 | | 
HERE's a 8 in 1 —_— 2 rent 
and an act, a 
And I'll tell you the reaſon why 
An act can't betray—tho' I own a promiſe may, 
Yet I hope neither you nor I. 


CHORUS. 


Let thy doubts and thy ſorrows drown; 
Give but my bofom love enough, 

And my heart is all thine own, dear girl, 
And my heart is all thine own. 


II. 
| Tho' ſometimes I rove, like a bee in a grove, 
And my flights were a little too wild, 
vet I fix from this hour, on that ſweet fancy flower, 
That blooms on your cheek when you ſmile, 
Let thy cares and thy fears, &c. 
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Let thy cares and thy fears go hang, go hang, 
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129 
i III. . 
This world I approve as the region of love, 
And I care not one fig for't beſide 


The ſports of the whale, the moſt dear to my ſoul, 
Are thoſe which the Gods doth provide, 


CHORUS. 
Let thy cares and thy fears go hang, go hang, 
Let thy doubts and thy ſorrows drowp ; 4 


Give but my boſom love enough, Bs by * 
And my heart is all thine own, dear girls 
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THE TREATY OF COMMERCE, 


ifs I. 
„ TT ROTH, Miſter John Bull, you're a pretty 


milch cowl 
Oh, what do you think of us Volunteers now ? 
Sure I told you the work we kick'd up in the ſtate, 
Before it was finiſh'd would all be complate ! 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
8 The Treaty of Commerce for mel 
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1 280 31: 
„„ . | 
© Teoth, Ttold you laſt year (if you call it to mind) 
What we left you before we would not lave behind; 
And wasn't I right now ? by hook or by crook; 
For all that we left you is all that we took 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Bullinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 


The Treaty of Commerce for me 
C But 


* 
8 


10 1 


III. | 
But tas deadly good-natur'd in you to lay down, 


| With the wrongs of our trade, all the rights of your 


own |! 


Tuns a mighty home ſtroke of magnanimous prida 


To break your own backs for the thorn in our ſide | 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 


| IV. 
Oh, like fools, we deſpair'd that our terms would 


go down | 
Or ſuch ſharp propoſit ions be ſweet to the Crown! 
Then how pleaſing to find your . en ta 

fall ! 

When we'd thrown em up firſt, that you fnallaw's 
them all ! | | 
With my Ballinamona On, 
Ballinamana Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me 
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v. 
Sure 1 hard Maſter Orde now relate, in his place; | 
All your bountiful gifts of ſuperfluous grace I | 
Jaſus ! how we all ftar'd while he empty 'd his 
ſconce! 
To find ſuch a big bag of bleſſings at once l 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me 


I „ — — _ 


VI. 


Ob, the brave Britiſh ſubject ! his looks were fo 
ſweet, . 

When be laid down your caſe and yout trade at our 
feet! 

and the comments he made wy the viſe les 

wel 
\ 77g hey us tat Britains no friend to hr 
4 | With my Ballinamona Ora, 
nv Ballinamona Ora, 
| | Ballinamona Ora, 
Tube Treaty of Commerce for me l 
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C 2 Troth, 


tn) 5 


VII. 
Troth, it plais'd VAR he ſaid (could a Briton, ſay 


more!) | N 
That the trade of your country would ſhift to our 
ſhore; 
And that England's diſaſters bad ſunk her ſo low 
The good tidings he brought us would finiſh the 
blow 
With my 3 Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me 


| VIII. | oo 9 2 0 


Then he ſaid, twas contriv'd too. by, 8 of Of, 
gift, 
That without [rjſh linens ye can't a a ſhift, 5 42 4 
Troth now, ladies, and that's a good we le 
you, | 
When the n comes over, 0 yard will come 
too 
With my 1 Ora, 
WH Balſinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me! 
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Now 
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IX. 
Now we took it moſt kind, that your ruler of Rat" 
(Who, they ſay, has no ran but the paris is 
his pate) . nig 
Should for female thmmbiities open d door, 
And let freely the great Iriſh Aaple come oer l! 
Wich my Ballinamona Ota, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 

bor Tue Treaty of Commetce for me | 


* 
| would — bother'd my bead wen, the words 
PITT let fall, 

¶ hen you gave-us fo much, you gave Ka 11-4 at all. ' — 
But in Dublin | hard his interpreter. ſwear, 
That nothing in England means every thing tt there! 

With my Ballinamona, Ora, 
dm i * 2 Bailinamora Ora, 

8 * Ora, 
"The Treaty of Commerce for mel 
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Xl. 


But your miniſter ſays now, © We've got all we cant 

The two ſtates mult be join'd on a permanent 
(c plan.“ | 

By my ſhoul, he's joiner of notable craft, 

Whoa looſens all ties now—to bind us more faſt | 
Wich my Ballinamona Ora, 

Ballinamona Ora, 

Ballinamona Ora, 

The Treaty of Commerce for me 


” 
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XII. 


Aad he fays when all duties and drawbacks are paid, 
That the navy will want what we make in our 
trade, 


Troth, ſhe will want it all, Now he's might on that 
ſcore: 
And ſhe Il want it, God help hr che; and more. 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 
The Treaty of Commerce for me 


2 
( 1s ) : 
If you wiſh now to know how our cards we have 
play d, 
Why we took up our clubs; and we threw down 


our ſpade: 

Bo ye dealt us all trumps now for that very thing t 
And ſo Pam became civil as well as the King. 
With my Ballinamona Ora, 
| Ballinamona Ora, 
Ballinamona Ora, 

The Treaty of Commerce for me 
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FF life's a rough j ourney, As Woftlits tell, 


( 16 ) 


Ne V. 


ILV TOO'YOUNG TO DRIVE us. 


J. 
Engliſhmen ſure make the beſt on't; 128 
On this ſpot of the earth they bade Liberty dwell, 
Whilſt Slavery holds all the reſt on't; 
They thought the belt ſolace for labour and care, 
Was a ſtate independent and free, Sir; | 
And this thought, tho' a curſe that no tyrant can 
bear, i 
Is the bleſſing of you and of me, Sir. 
Then while thro' this whirlabout journey we 
reel, | 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt blefling we feel; 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheeky,- | 
Billy's too young to drive us. 
| vals 4 * 
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The car of Bricannia, 1 — 
Is ready to crack with its load, Sir: 
And, wanting the hand of experience, will nom 
Moſt ſurely break down on the road, Sir! 
Then muſt we, poor paſſengers, quietly v wait 
To be cruſh'd by this miſchievous ſpark, Sir, 
Who drives a damn'd job in the carriage of fate, 
And got up like a thief i in the dark, Sir? 
Then while thro? this whirlabout Journey we 
: 1e reel, * 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; | 
Bills too young to drive us. 
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They ay that bi lasen 1s cler withars, 
And his principles Virtue's own type, Sir: 
I believe, from my ſoul, he's a ſon of a w——re, 
And his judgment more rotten than ripe, Sir; 
For all that he boaſts of, what is it, in truth, 
But that mad with ambition and pride, Sir; 
He's the vices of age for the follies of youth, 
And a damn'd deal of cunning beſide, Sir. 
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Then while thro” this whirlabout journey we 
reel, 
We'll keep unabus d the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 
Billy's too * to drive us. a 


Iv. 


The Squires, whoſe reaſon ne'er reaches a ſpan, | 
Are all with this prodigy ſtruck, Sir, 
And cry, & Tis a crime not to vote for a man 


C | « Who's as chaſte as a baby at ſuck, Sir !” 
1 But pray, let me aſk, had his virtue prevail'd, 


What ful would to heaven come near Sir! 
| Not one; for the whole generation had fail'd, 
| And God's creatures had never been here, Sir. 
Then while thro! this whirlabout journey we 
L reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt blefling we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel ; 
Billy's too young to drive us, "200 
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— 8 i1 r 
| 101 0 
. 


8 


V. , 


Ws true, eee of ana, 


And was taught by his dad on a ſtool, Sir; 
But tho” at a ſpeech he's a bit of a dab, 
In the ſtate he's a bit of a tool, Sir. 
For Billy's pure love for his country was ſuch, 
He agreed to become the cat's paw, Sir! 
And fits at the helm, while it's turn'd by the touch 
Of a reprobate fiend of the law, Sir ! 
Then while thro' this whirlabout journey wg 
reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev*ry turn of the politic wheel; 
Billy's too young to drive us, | 


VI. 


Tho” reaſon united a N—h and a F—x, 
The world of this junction complain, Sir: 
But what's that to his, who join'd with a pox 
I To the cabinet pimpof the Thane, Sir! 
Who ſold to a high-flying Jacobite gang 
The credit of Chatham's great name, Sir! 
That pleas'd, we might hear the Young Puppet 
harangue, 
While J—nk—ſ—n plays the old game, Sir! 
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Then while thro' this whirlabout journey we 


reel, 
We'll keep unabus'd the beſt bleſſing we feel, 
And watch ev'ry turn of the politic wheel; 
Billy's too young to drive us. 


VII. 


They ſay, his fine parts are a mighty good prop 
To puſh up Britannia's affairs, Sir! 
But, we all of us know, tho' he ſtand at her top, 
Her bottom will die in deſpair, Sir | 
Then with Freemen, who on a fair bottom would 
tread, 
Here's a toaſt, that I'm ſure muſt prevail, Sir! 
Britannia ! and May he ne er fland at her Head 
Who never can STAND at her T—], Sir! 
Then while thro? this W journey we 
reel, 
We'll keep 1 the beſt blekag we * 
And watch ev iy turn of the politic wheel; 
- Billy's too young to drive us, 


N* VI. 
» 1 % 


| AND 


THE FARMER: 


I, 


ot down neighbours all, 
And I'll tell a merry tory 
About a Britiſh Farmer | 
And BILLY P——TT, the Torys 
I had it piping hot | 
From Ebenezer Barber, 
Who ſail'd right from England, 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 


Bow wow wow. r 
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IT. 
This Billy he is call'd 


Britannia's Prime Ruler, 
Tho' he be but a puppet 
That's hung out to fool her 
His name is a paſſport 
To get in old ſinners ; 
So he deals the cards, that 
The knaves may be winners! 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


III. 


He was bred up a Whig, 
But with Nabobs to thrive, Sir; 
Who nave votes in the Houſe, 
| About two out of five, Sir, 
| He gave up the people, 
And vow'd, to his ſcandal, 
They ſhou'd ſeek for their bread 
Without day-light or candle | 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


Now 
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IV. 


Now it hap'd, to the country... | - 1 
He went for a bleſſing, | f 
And from his State-Dad 
To get a new leſſon, _ 
He went to Daddy Jenky, 
By Trimmer Hal attended, 
In ſuch company, good lack ! 
How his morals muſt be mended! 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy; 
Bow wow wow. 


V. 


This Harry was always yr 
A ſtaunch friend to Boſton 3 . . 
His bowels are ſoft, | : 
For they yearn'd for Indoſtan. s 
If I had him in our townſhip, 
I'd feather him and tar him; 
With forty lacking one too, 
I'd lam him and I'd ſcar him, | 
\ 4 Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


6 


v1, 


With his Kin full of wine; and 
His head full of ſtate-tricks, 
Sham reforms, commurations, 
And the reſt of his late tricks, 7 
He came back with Harry, I e 03. 
Two birds of a feathery\ 
And, both drunk as pipers,  - 
They knock's their heads together. 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de — iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 5 


VI. 


Now fo it fell out, hae 
This par were benighted, 
And drove out of the road; 
$0 the Ad yes | 
And to get in again Dt 
Away ſerambPd yy Sig wy 
To find the back road ll 
B's the King's An Slr. 
Bom wow wow, faMlalde iddy iddy, 
W vo? | 
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VIII. 
Long loſt in the dark were 
Theſe lights of the nation; 
But ftumbP'd at laſt 
To a ſmall habitation ; 3 
To which they march'd —_ 
While the fowls, in confuſion, 2 
Thought their lives were aim'd at 
By this bold intruſion ! 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de * 4. 


1 wow wow. 


IX, 


The dogs bark'd, ducks quack d 
And fore Billy baited ; 
Tha wife ſhe cry'd out, 
be all ruinated ? 
Tha raightway ſhe ſnatch'd up 
The veſſel ſhe piſs'd i in, 


To pour on the head of ; 
Ke darkling Philiſtine, j 
| Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 


Bow wow wow. 


, 


( 26 ) 


X. 


The huſband awak'd. by 

Her rige and. her ſcreaming, 
And ſhrewdly ſuppoſing 

His wite might be dreaming; 
To make matters ſhort, 

Suateh'd his gun, in a fury, 

And cry'd, “ Sons of Belial ! 
« I've got what will cure ye.“ 


Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


XT. 


Then Billy began for 
To make an oration, 
As oft he had done 
Jo bamboozle the nation 
But Hodge cry d, Begone, or 
« I' crack thy young crown fort 
| & ] hou belovg'ſt to a rare gang 
| « Of rogues, III be bound for't.“ 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow wow. 


* Now 


4a 


And ſo let in thy gang, 


(27) 


XII. 


Now Hodge,” quoth the wiſe, 
Don't you mind his. loud bant' ring, 

* For certain he has under 85 
His coat a dark lantern ; 

© Shut the gate of the court; 
© If he once gets within it, 


He'll whip up the back fairs 


'n be bound, in a minute. 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy; 
Bow wow wow, 


XIII. 


Then the wife ſhe went on : 
0 Any good upon ea · th made thee 
© Take this by-way now ? 


Thou cam'ſt to get foot in 
© The houſe ; that's the plan on't; 


© For to make what they can on't. 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de * iddy, 
Boy wow Wow. 


E 3 Dont 


( is ) 


XIV. 


© Don't you hear how the brazen-fac'd; - 
«© Rogue now pretends, man? 
© He crept up in the dax 
© But for virtuous ends, man: 
He ſays he's our friend! | 
© But its no ſuch a thing, man, 
© The impudent dog would 
© Say lo to the king, man !' 
Bow wow wow, fal lal de iddy iddy, 
Bow wow ww. 


T# 


XV. 


Then Billy pereciing 
The wife in a fury, % 
And knowing his deeds would 
Not ſtand Woman's Jury, 
Felt the ſpitit of Jenk7 
A dangefous potion 
And roar'd out to Harry 
To ſpeck fot the motion. | 
Bow wow wow, fallal WIN iddy, 


% vo! 


Bow wow wow. 


195 


XVI. 


Then Harry ſtept up; 
Bit Hodge re dy füppefn g 
His part was to ſteal, 
Whilſt the other was proſing, 
Let fly at poor Billy, 
And ſhot thro" his lacꝰd coat; 
Oh, what a pity t was 
9 It did not hit his waiſtcoat! 4 . 
Bow wow wow, adde, 
Bow wow WWW. 


f 
«2% + 
- 


* 
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9 * 9 ieren 
- } N 8 9 - 4 


Solid men of Boſton, 1, ,, 
wi Make, no long orations; 11 me” 9 v8 
FBolid mea of ;Boſton , n 
Baniſh ſtrong potations ; 
Solid men of Boſton 
Go to bed at ſun-ddwn, 
＋ never loſe. your way, Ale ae 
Like the : loggerheads of f of London. | 4 
Bow wow, wow, fal lal de 1 * 


1141 


. Bom wow wow. 1 


. 5 1 
KS 
CN 


(30 } 


N* vn. 
THE TRIUMPH OF. VENUS. 
L 


THO Bacchus may boaſt of his care-killing 
bowl, | 
And Folly in thought-drowning revels delight, 
Such, worſhip, alas! hath no charms for the ſoul, 
When ſofter devotions the ſenſes invite, 


II. 


To the arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow : 

But to Fancy, that f-eds on the charms of the fair, 
The death of Reflection's the birth of all Woe ! 


III. 


What ſoul that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone ? 
For the tear that bedews Senſibility's ſhrine 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's tun. 


F Wu 


tf: 


IV, 


The tetider exceſs that enamours the heart 
To ſew is imparted ; to millions deny'd: 
Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the dart, 
And foolsjeſt at that for which ſages have dy'd. 


V. 
Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been my 


doom ; 
And well can I ſpeak of its joy and its ſtrife: 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro' the gleam, 
But Love's the true ſunſhine that gladdens our 
life, 


VI, 


Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my ſight 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul ! 
Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight. 


And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my bowl 


Then deep will drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor e ler, jolly god! from thy banquet remove; 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt for the wi 
Thats mellow'd by Friendſhip, and {yeeten'd 
by Love, _ / 


NY vin. 


Nevin. 
IbDREGSED TO LADY *#%%, | 
We ASKED CAPTAIN MORRIS 


WHAT THE PASSION OF LOVE WAS? 


| L | 
. you aſk me, Yhat's bv, that vir« 
tue- fed vapour, 


Which poets ſpread inde carteaghinn like gauze, 
0 do for a ſwain who can feed upon paper; 


But fleſh is my diet, and blood is the cauſe, 


A delicate tendre, ſpun into Platonie, 
-... Suits the feminine fop,—whom no beauties pro- 
ETD... HS Ox 
But the blood of a Welchman is hot nad laconie, 
And he loves as he fights, with a word anda /frote. 


, J L 


* . Yet 


* 


ce 


( 34 ) 


III. 
Yet, I grant you, there is a ſweet madneſs of 
paſſion, 
A raptur'd delirium of mental delight; 
Tbo' alas ! my dear Madam, not five in the nation, 
Whoſe ſouls have an optic to, view the bleſk 


IV. 


But we ſpeak not of minds of diſtinguiſh'd ſelection, 
But Love, common love, in its eartnly attire, 


Which, believe me, when dreſs'd in this high-flown. 


affection, | 
Wears the thread-bare Gigi of a e 
dbeſire. 


V. 


For the boſom's deceit, like the ſpendthrift's * 
fuſion, | 
As the ſubſtance declines nien appearafices tries 3 
— gay as more weak, till this ſplendid deluſion 
n a pang of bright ieh Uazales and dies, 


">, Ak 


* 


81330 


VI. 
Ah! if in a train of pure ſentiment flowing, 
No animal warmth checks the eloquent tongue? 
*Tis the trick of a coxcomb to boaſt yout undoing; 
And pride, taſte, or impotence prompts the foul, 
Wong | af 57 40M 


VII. 
For Love, in a tumult of ſoft agitation, 
O'ercome with its.ardot, bids language retires, 
And, loſt in emotions of troubled ſenſation, 
Still breathes the ſoft accent of ſilent deſire, 


8 
Yes, the god's on the wing when a delicate demon 
In ſickly compoſure fits down to refine ; 
For Love, like a hectic, when weakly the famen, 
Still brightens the ſkin as the ſolids decline, 
= ms oat .. - 21 


If fuch be the Love you propoſe in the queſtion, - 
No doubt it's a phantom, dreſs'd up by the mind; 

And, believe me, it is not a ſubſtance to reſt on, 

But the fraud of cold boſoms and Vanity's blind. 


F 2 But 


(8 


But for me, my dear Madam, a poor carnal finner, 
Whoſe love keeps no Lent, or no rhapſody - 
ſtarves; ; 
With the ſharp ſauce of hunger I fall tomy dinner. 
And take, without ſcruple, what appetite carves. 


XT. | 
So, my good Lady , all beauty and merit, 
You ſee, tho' I doat on your face and your - 
mind, 
The devil a grain ſhould I feel of Love's ſpirit, 
If looks did'nt warrant your ſhape and your 


| kind, 
XII. g 
With this taſte you, perhaps, will upbraid my vile 
nature: 
But thus ſtands the caſe, and in truth IN 
theme, f 
Were my miſtreſs the firſt, both in mind and in 
feature, 


Unſex her, and paſſion would fade like a dream. 


"RENT Ag 
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XIII. 
As a Poet, indeed, I've a licence for fiction; 
To dreſs in heroics the treacherous heart; 


But take the ſad truth, and excuſe the plain diQtion, 
For love moves with me in an honefter part, 4 


XIV; 
But, perhaps, you _ know err more of the 
| matter; 
Then deign to ;aform the dull ſoul of a brute— 
A hint of your mind would moſt pleaſingly flatter, 
And to hear it I'd always be willing and mute, 


443 


No IX. 
THE WESTMINSTER TRIUMPH, 


| E 
WHILE Via'ry ſmiles on patriot worth, 
And Wiſdom ſhouts applauſe, Sir, 

What joy to think, amidft our mirth, 

We've fought in Freedom's cauſe, Sir | 
That Liberty our fathers won 

Their ſons have well defended ; 
And faithfully that duty done 

Which Heav'n for man intended, 


CHORUS. 


For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn; 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 

That Britons raiſed a Brunſwick's throne 
For Freedom's preſervation, 


u. 
See with what juſt, yet jealous pride, 
Our fathers watch'd the Crown, Sir ! 
Beneath their eye no King could ſtride = 
Beyond his legal bound, Sir. 
They liv'd in loyal duty brave, 
While Freedom mark'd his ſway, Sir: 
But when abus d that pow'r they gave, 
As quick they took away, Sir. 
For Weſtminſter's free fons have 3 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne 
For Freedom's preſervation, © * 


as , 


"Th Us III. 


Tock back, and ſes hat blood hth bird 


Our page in civil fight, Sir ; 
When bold Prerogative diſdain'd 
A free-born nation's right, Sir | 
What tears have drown'd this widow'd land 
When monarchs ruPd by will, 8! 
And but for Patriot Virtue's hand, 
Thoſe _ cad trick d il, gu. 5 


— — 


| Can ſcarce withſtand its foes, Sir, 


\ Chiao ) 


For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 

That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's thrones 
For Freedom's preſervation. 


Tv. 
And now, when Britain” $ n bead 


Shall he, whoſ talents kingdoms dread, 
A deſpot frown depoſe, Sir? 
Shall Britain's King the Whigs diſdain, 
On whom the empire reſts, Sir ? 
Or, when half's loſt, ſhall Tories reign 
The guardians of the reſt, Sir ? 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 


When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
D 1 That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throne 
| For F reedom's preſervation, | : 


f 


0 2. 1 tC, 


Shall nö — be chaos dre * 
In Britain's humbleſt hour? 
A falling nation loſe the aid; ..,.., c | 
Ot Wiſdom's ampleſt pow'r [ 


(4a) 


In days like. theſe, ſhall fav rites Hart 25 vill 
To rule hy qurt-applauſe, dir) 

And he who loves the people, beat, -I 1 
No ſway in Britain's cauſe, Bir? 
Por Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhe wn, 
ie! When Kings miſuſe, their ſtation, 
That Beitans xais'd: a; Brunſwick's throng 

For, Freedom's preſervatipn. 


VI. 


Forbid it Fate, that Freemen born 
For public zeal be hated ! 
Or bend beneath that prince's ſcorn 
Whom Freedom's voice created ! 
For no hereditary right 
To crowns enſlave our vows, Sir; 
Tis Freedom gives and binds em tight 
On patriot princes brows, Sir. 
For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewng 
When Kings miſuſe their ſtation, 
That Britons rais'd a Brunſwick's throng 
For Freedom's preſervation, 


VII. 


Then be the winmph great and gay. 
That crowns our Champion's glory 
Oh, may the bleſt auſpicious day 
live in Britiſh ( 
Long 8 


— 
34 * 


(4 


? 
May cndizſs honours grace that hend 
In which with partial hand, Sir, 
Kind Heav'n a choſen light hath ſhed 
To fave a finking land, Sir ! ONS 
4 For Weſtminſter's free ſons have ſhewn, 
Wen King's miſuſs their ſtation, 
t That Britons rais'd 2 Brunfwiek's throne 
Fer Freddani't preferviition, 2. | 
- 13 
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1 NEW IRISH sons. 
— — 


Br with Wer! ers . pee c 
on't, 

Faith I can't make either one thing or t other on't; 

Devil may burn both the Father and Mother ont 


Billy's undone us by War, 


On, Lord ! what will the damage be ? $6. Ur 


Pat, can you tell what the Devil he's driving at ? 
What is't we're being ner 16 he's 1 
at 


| A foul bt of work the d—a'd Tory's comming 


For the pour our on, what en confltion 


too, 
W ad acts 


Nothing to fwallow; but lamps of taxation ioo. 


* 
0 Ga ö wn 1 1. Tua 


8 


— 


(4) 
Then, what are our gains, for the millions he 


ſquanders now ? 
Plentiful loſs of brave Troops and Commanders now, 


Rotting like ſheep, in the big bogs of Flanders now 


We're murder'd. by thouſands, and Pay, for the 


daughter too, 
Nothing to drink, to the a—ſe up in water too; 


Dutch running off, and ourſelves marching after too 


Our Fleets.and our Gun Boats N apſwer 5 | 


uſes too, 
Horſe of no ſerviet for ditches - fuices too, 
Cannon too late, a — ue. 0 


4 \ 4 21 1 


4 i 


i 


We're flux'd, till ap life 3 wu — 


bowels too, 
Drench'd ſo with rain, ye abt ſcrape us, with 
$0114.32! trowels, tog, : NM 3 21 14 N 


Cattle all glander'd, and al fall of rowels too. 


' 


Tents we have few, ſince we let em behind us too; 
Dogs wou's n' lie an the wet ſiratheꝝ find us too 
All ſorts of OY Py my wy they've conign'd us tool 
a 00 I's Une, 4 289017 
Then faith wich, ee we're 2 little,dejethed toog” 
Pruffians withdrawn, and the Dutch diſaffected too; 
Mops that we'er hir'd pot too much repecled too. 


By 


Le u ejðE foo f Liteon} gt 2 , le A 


p\ (I 


A 
By url, its a d tho! we & er ſhould wait 


harmony. „ n 
Mhen:we all fight for tie Emp'rur df Germany, 
And John Bull has promis dito pay all he War 


money, ; 0 6 ws "3% 
_- « 2 


hes you lech J us bt backs, and your wen 
keep my dears ; 

Leaving brave lads to be cut up like ſheep my dears, - 

Toby ſham fighting, and C—-TH—m aſleep my 
dears. 


By my troth there's a damnable fin and omiſſion 
here, 

Tho! it's huſh'd up, it muſt riſe in reviſion here, 

Murder cries out, for a fate inquiſition here. 


Then your Culinet calls this a war of exiſtence now, 

That's in plain Iriſb, to die at a diſtance now, 

And help the work forward, by backward aſſiſtance 
now. 


Troth you've purchas d at Toulon a /lippery ſtation 
3 
Laid out our caſh in a wild ſpeculation too; 
And united all France, in a d—n'd indignation too. 


A wiſe figure we make, to be ſtarv'd to help ſlavery, 

Fighting for others with profitleſs bravery z 

3 you'll undo a good maſter with 
knavery, 


Ever 


* 
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2 
Ever 


reedom's 


Bis undone us by wats 


N ” 
* 
[ 4) } 
= 


A NEW SONG. 


Sonax, Maſter Jour Burr, I han't know n 
| I'm dead, 


Where the devil you're ie pane 
Troth, I've watch'd you, my dear, day and nights 

like a cat ; | 
And; bad luck to myſelf, if I know what you're ats 


But,” ihe reaſon you waſte all this blood, and this 
—— gol, . 

Tv a focrvr, they ſay—that can newer be tolds - 

To be ſure, for ſuch ſecrets my tongue is n't fit g 

For I can't keep it till, without Peating a bits 


Faith, and well 1 may fat now, for—hark yes. 

dear joy 

5 en 
_. 4 


41 
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* 
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— 


1 
Since you do it your/elyes, they may let it alone 1 
And mine may be taken, inſtead of your own. 


Britain's car, Joux, I. told Jeu, would break with 
foul knocks," ol 

When this job-boy of JENK 's crept up to the box : 

Troth, he flale [#here, io driut uu Athe = knows 
Hot 

But no devil can tell, where he” s driyipg you now, 


che Olll] L 


You pay all, and fight all—and loſe all, they ſay : 


No, dati t: you think, r quite 5 
the way ? 
Faith, your very Allies feel To. Py on that ſcore, 
That they ſoorn to. fond by you, _ help any ware. . 


And thele foreigners, too, haye a enen, 


bead 
That the more they neglect ye, the mere ah 
paid : 
Sure they'ſay that your King, now. NN Ile 
? a,, 22% $1 100 u 9d of 


Wil bribe dem, and ſeed em to fight for their u. 


| Devil-burn * Sch, to ſay ſuch a « Heatheniſh thing. 


Of a wiſe, decent, generods, c C hurch going King * 1 
Te. 3 ere ing wie au 
az; the la/? ſcrap, for Croats au Paitours ? | 
85 1 Oh 
| 


2 
— 


( 49 ) 
Oh, Jon! theſe connections with Goths, and 
with Huns, 


Was ever the curſe of your iſle and her "hy" 

If you knew when you're well, you'd ſtand faſt on 
your ground, 

And, at any one end on't, you'd face the world 
round. 


But to ſet out a tilting, and ſhake your weak lance, 

Againſt millions of men, arm'd for Freedom, in 
France, 

Was a twiſt in your head, Maſter Bur, d'ye ſee. 

Mighty ſtrange in your nation, that made itſelf frees, 


But your foes, my dear John, ſay your brains are 
of lead 


That the fog of your iſland's. ne'er out of your 


head 
That alike you misjudge of good meaſures or bad, 
And are flupidly drowſy—or wilfully mad | 


By my foul, Joux, I've ſtudyd your nature 
awhile; 

And I think, when they ſo, they don't miſs a mile 3 

The world's wide, to be ſure ; but, as intellects go. 

You're as clumſey and bother d a beaſt as I know. 


U Dore 


( 50 ) 
Don't you think it's pretty, political touch 


To keep ſhooting your gold in the damms of the. 


Dutch ? | 

Sending troops to be - fwamp'd, where ny can't 
" draw their breath? 

And buying a load of freſh taxes with hath ? 


Then, your friends, who've been ſucking the /ap of 
your 5kull, 

Now chooſe to be fed on your fat, Maſter Bur | 

Oh! Bo — Pruſſian's a hell of a 


bite. 


And your Eagle of Auſtria S a damnable Kit ! 


Like the 6 in the fable, all pluek you, good 
Joh? | 

But the whole mean to ſhaw you their tails, when 

| they've done. 

Oh! *twill pleaſe you to ſe, when _ all have a 
feather, 

How they'll puſh forth their e! go of alt 
together. 


Then comes the account, Ss: and faith, to be 
1 

The coſt is unbounded ; the credit a blank ! 

It's a right Flemiſh bargain, where all you can claim, 

Is a pleatiful balance of—taxes and ſhame, 


5. 


1 

But, when ſubſtance is gone, Jon, one Valle 
remains 

We prize little things, and we count little gains; 

Thus, tho* broke down by burthens, to lighten 


miſhap, | 
You've a feather or two, Jonx, to flick in your cape 


Yes | Laurels you have, Jonx, to tickle your cr 
For you've conquer'd a Corſican mountain, I hear; 
And the Caribbee Laurels—Oh fortunate lot 


You've reap'd, and a fine clio harveſt you've got. 


Then, a wondrous magnanimous boaſt, too, i is yours t 


With no reafon on earth, to bring war to your doqrs. 


You, regardlefs of policy, ſafety, or pe, 
Have paid all the world's damage, and beggar'd 


yourfefe 


Faith, your tax-butthen'd ſons, Jon, will 3lgf the 
| dark hour 
When the war-whoop of , Ki ing and the aur, of 
__ pow'r, 
Made a nation of Poems the clamour 1 
#hd had their own necks /o chain monſters abroad. f 


4 


5 Oh! to what will it come, Joun—this gully affair ? 


For all acts of your State are, now, acts of deſpair : 
* H 2 Like 


( 52 ) 
Like ſpendthrifts undone, ever frantic they ſeem z 
And widen that ruin they cannot redeem. 


Big curſes by day, ay, and bigger by night, 

On the IENE - nurs'd Jackall, that brought on 

this plight ! — 

Who has /fal#d an Court fiilts to that ruinous brink; 

Where tis hopeleſs to moye—and more * to 
think. | 


A while-your brave tars, the great prop of your State, 
Have, by glory and conqueſt, Joan, put off your 
| fate ; | 

But, if e'er on French decks, ſhouts of victory roar, 
The Crown's a Red Night-cap-—and Britain's no more. 


Troth, the Cur was well warn'd of War's deſperate 
fin, 

When, with headlong preſumption, he hurry'd you 
in. | 

The voice of ſound wiſdom cry'd loud on thecurle; 

But wiſdom was wind, to the voice of the nurſe. 


But the fave will ſoon ſee on what ſand he has builty] | 
For the virtues of Freemen now wake on his guilt » 
They at length ſee the florm, and with horror refuſe | 
Top Henri one ns OL 


Tos 


i 53 h 
Too long, 8 I've told you, the helm would 


— break down, | 
Cound | 


With this foul-going Pilot, that Gon fr the 
But, I've done; for, now, ruin hangs over the elf: 


Ii, goed luck to your ting—and long life u you fol 


oy 
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Ne XII. 


COUNTRY AND TOWN, 


FN London I never knew what to be at, 
Enraptur'd with this! and enchanted with 
that ! 
I'm wild with the ſweets of Variety's plan, 
And life ſeems a bleſſing too happy for man. 


Derry down, &c; 


But the Country, Lord help us, ſets al matters 
right; 

So calm and comnoſing from morning till night; 

O, it ſettles the ſpirits when nothing is ſeen 

But an aſs on a common, or gooſe on a green. 


Derry down, &c. 


In Town if it rains, why it damps not our hope, 

The eye has its range, and the fancy her ſcope 3 

Still the ſame tho? it pour all night and all day, 

It ſpoils not our proſpects, it ſtops not our way. 
Derry down, &c4 


i 


4 


4 


6 


In the Coubtry how blef'd whed it rains in t$ 


a 
To feaſt upon tranſports that ſhuttlecock yields, 
Or go crawling from window to window to ſee 


A hog on a dunghill, or crow on a tree, 


Day out Er. 
In London how eaſy we viſit and meet, g 
Gay pleaſure the theme, and ſweet ſmiles are our 
was 0 | 
Our morning's 4 round of good humour, delight, 
And we rattle in comfort and pleaſure all night. 


Derry down, &c: 


In the Country how charming our viſits to make, 
Thro' ten miles of mud for formality's ſake ; 


With the 9 in drink, and the moon in a 
og; 


And no thought in our head but » Men and a bog: 
Derry down, &ce. 


In London if folks ill together are put, 
A bore may be dropt, or a quiz may be cut; 


We change without end, and if happy or ill, 
Our wants are at hand, and our wiſhes at will 


Derry down, &c. 


Ia the Country you'r al- d, like a pale in your 


park, 
To ſome ſtick of a neighbour, cram'd into the 


ark; 
Or 


j 


— — —— — 


( 56 ) 


Or if your are ſick, or in fits tumble down; 
You reach death ere the doctor can reach you from 


Town, "TW," 
1 down, &c. 


I have heard how that love in a cottage is ſweets 
When two hearts in one link of ſoft ſympathy 
lh. * meet; 
E know nothing of that, for alas | I'm a ſwain 
Who requires, 1 own it, more links to my chain. 
Derry down, &c, 


r 


Your jays and your magpies may chatter on trees, 
And whiſper ſoft nonſenſe in groves if they pleaſe z 
But a houſe is much more to my mind than a tree, 
* for groves, O] a fine grove of —_ for 
me. 
bes down, &c. 


Then in Town let me live, and in 'T'own let mg, 
dic ; 

For in truth I can't reliſh the Country, not T. 

If one muſt have a villa in ſummer to dwell, 


O give me the ſweet ſhady ſide of pall-Mall. 
Derry down, &c. 


—— 
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A NEW SONG, 
Fung at the Anniverſary of Mr, Fox's Birth, 


Tar riſing Sun of Freedom, with — 
_ crown'd, 
Now, burſts in bright eſfulgence, and ſpreads its 
Bleflings round; 
Creation's ſons rejoicing, receive the welcome light, 
While God unchains the fettered World, and Naturg 
claims her right, 


CHORUS, R 

Then, hail celeſtial Liberty ! zy round thi 

And, in thy bet redeeming courſe, alen 
ty children here. 


i Soong 


\ G 
* 
1 4 ”FY 


— XX" 4 
IT ©. OT OP r 


( 38 ) 
Soon, o'er this ſu ring Iſland, in Freedom once ſo 
bleſt, 

This vital beam returning, ſhall cheer the Briton's 
breaſt ; 32 

Vain is the im pious atm of pdw'r, or craft of tots 
t'ring pride, 

To ſtop the heav in- directed n turn its courſe 
aſide, | 

Then hail, &c. 


f 


Tho! foul corruption's baſeneſs hath ſold our i/le to wor, 

Tho? deeds of dire deſtruction awhile have laid us lo 

The hour comes on, when Britain s ſons their bleſ- 
ſings ſhall regain, 

And hard oppreffion's iron rod, be broken TORT 


-"_. 


1 7 Th - ö 
Then hail, '&c. 


Through each eventful zra, that ſounds in Britiſh 
ſong, 


To Roman, Saxon, RA TIF whoe'er the 
_ _ ſway belong, 

Still ſtruggling Freedom reftleſs THe” uncon- 
quered by controul, 

And while the body bent to fate, more firmly roſe ihe foul, 


Then hail, &cc. 
- gnoG NR} 
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It matters not what e th tous of yu 


Wes deviſe, 
Swords, edidts, chains, or bribes, on which ni 


tyrant ſway relies; 


They feel their coming fate, and k know, cho bor 


upholds their guilt, 
One Britiſh moment ſtrikes to duſt Pugh chat 
fears have built. 


Then hail, &. 


Fen i in bed, deadly moment, when force and fraud 


in'd, 
| Hare fog wo 'd the * CE Freedom, and—broke the 


Britiſh mind; 
The buried ſpark, retouch'd by heay' n, FE piercing 
tho the ſtrife, © 
Shall from the grave of F reedom burſt, and—light 
us back to HM. 


Then hail, &c, 
Tis thus the God of Britain, in danger ever ſaves, 
Still fats renews our Freedom, mn doom 
us ſlaves ; 
They cruſh her in our via down, but when aur 
virtuss join, 


Jule ſerver ber cauſe on Rena end oma hen 
the Boyne, 
Then tail, &ee, 


2 n Ob) 


is). 

Ohl give me life ye powers, that happy hour to meet, 
When ftrangled rann 2 
a ancient ſeat; 

When, ſtead of tame — floth, the patriot 
, flame inſpires, | 

vw Britiſh boſoms glow again, with all thels 
-  - father's fires, 


Then hail, &c. 


Ofttimes I view in fancy, the burſting blaze expand, 

And ſee th' electric ſpirit fly, like light'ning o'er the 
land ; 

See all the jealous fervour rage ; the virtuous tumule 
| roar, 

And hear th' avenging phalanx ſay— Thu flood our 

fires before. | 


Then cheer'd 1 by Britiſh ſtory, let's meet the 
coming day, 

When heav'n's correcting wal ſcourge the 
fiends away; 

A breath can blaſt their tyranny, a touch unlooſe 
the chain, 


And when. they fall, as all they muſt . 
deem d again, 
Then hal, &c- 
140 & 2 = 7 


E 
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Oh Liberty ! from traitors, avert our country's 
death ! 

Watch o'er this natal” moment that gave thy 

Champion breath. | 

Preſerve through England's dangers, this great, this 
Iriiimich” EE 

Aud, midſi the diſmal wreck of State, leave Fox to ſave 


Ne XIV. 


( 6 ) 


Ne XIV, 


A NEW SONG. 
Sung at the Anniverſary of Mr. Fox's Birth, 
- 
I, 


WEIL, now that the proſpect of Britain's a 


| blank— | 
No hope from her councils, or gold from her Bank; 


When all the vile ſchemes of deſtruction and woe 


Have come back on ourſelves, that were meant for 
our Foe ; | 


When projects of famine and fire have fail'd us, 


And heaven's juſt wrath is entail'd on our guilt z 
Shall we plunge further into this chaos of fin— 
That our children may bleed for the Blood ws have 


foilt ? 
CHORUS. 


_ 


Ah, no, Britons ; no—it cannot be ſo, 
While there's juſtice ABOVE, and oppreſſion 


FF BELOW | 
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I, When 


6 * 


- 


: 


II. 


Wen ſchemes, al attempts, at deluſions wers 


tried, 
Have but blazon'd our folly and humbled our pride 
When the millions we've waſted in impotent aim 
Are as barren of fruit as—the Minifler”s frame ; = 


When danget is all that we've got by his meaſures, 
And beggary all that he's bought with our gold 3 
Shall we now be bereft of the little that's left— _ 
rm w# ALL, like himſelf, to perdition be fold & 
Ah, no, Britons, &. 


4 V3 TEES £ - a 4 : . ,” - + & #1 1 2.1 


* 
- of III. 
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When a train of bright glory unknown till our day 


Lights the ſoldiers of freedom, like ſtars, on their 
way; 


When torrents and floods, by = will fn an high; 
e ety mann n 


When equity's balance to ſlaves gives redemption, 
And NATURE concurs to — — and 
light ; 7 1 
Shall we wickedly ſtrive to keep darkneſs alive, a 
That the bleſſing of heaven be hid from cheie 
fight? 


Ab, no, Britons, c. 
aan ö 
ae IV. When 


WEE. 


(4a) 


IV. 


When a W is fpretd, 
„Till the earth we have ſeiz d has ſcarce room for 


our dead; 
Where army on army God's judgment defies 1 
While petilence fwallows s what madneſs ſupplies z | 


Where our gold and our blood alike waſtiogly 
__,  vaniſh— 
The treaſures of BxITAIN fink dead as her ſons, 
Shall we drain our own State to make war againſt 
2 
And in HEAVEN's OWN FACE plant eur blaſs 


phemous guns ? 
Ah, no, Britons, &c, 


Jg. 


When buſineſs of State's a mere perſonal trade; 7 
When the Senate is bought, and the people betray dg 
When baſeneſs and pride, link'd in TTRAUNr's 
Laugh ENGLAND to ſcorn, and disfigure her laws j 


When impudence, mockery, hate, and defiance - 
Is all that the people obtain for their pray'r z 
Shall we crouchingly lie, and ſee LiyzzTy die— 
The charge our brave anceſtors left to our care ? 

Ah, no, Britons, &c. 


_ VI. Around; 


(8) 
VI. 
'Afound, while deſpair, difappointiment, and hate, 
Sit moodily mourning the fins of the State; 
When men, as they mute and diſconſolate ftand, 


Seen fund with the fate that v . 
Hand; | 


When all is debafement, depreffion, aint | "XY 
And rotton corruption the bong of the State; | 
bers ede ee c > 6 4 
Ard a — ves in * VENGEANCE ta 
„„ oo earsh' 7 


Ay nd Britons, Swi | 


VI. : 
When Britons to tame beaſts of burden deſcend-- 
When the more 3 on Wann 
they bend: 
e een bessbedes ee 
Till cha flaves are fo fore they can't carry their 


: 


1 hates a padleck'd 8 
Their tongues ue tied up while e 
purſe ; 
Boe vex'd as we may, faith, . 
The burthen's WEIL F1TTED, knd 308 r is the 
anks-:i:f cn 4 
VS A Ah, no, Britons, &c. 
K VIII. When 


A -66 } 


VII. 


When a legion of ſoldiers keep watch o'er eark 
town, 
To ſtrike the faint ſpirit of Liberty 8 | 
When a mercileſs Stateſman, ſuſtain'd by the ſword, 
Strides daring in 6rms, and makes law at @ word; 


When bold vioLATIox, back'd home by co- 
'ERCION, 
Leaves nothing but death or diſgrace in our way 
Shall chains, or the graue the ſad choice of the fave 
Thus blaſt the fair glories of Runnymede's day ? 
| Ah, no, Britons, &c, 


IX. 
Oh, no, gallant Britons ! there lives in your breaſt 
A ſpirit too long, and roo BLINDLY ſuppreſt !|— 
A ſpark of that flame your brave anceſtors knew, 
When —_— won back W and gave FREEDOM 
to you! 


And you, gallant Britons, the treaſure defending 

© Shall yet for your ſons the bl; legacy ſave ; 

OS Unger ey die will be 
caſt — 

4nd the banner of Freon TUO MPHANTIE 

r | 


- 


— g 
— 


Ab, oo hin, Se 
en A NY XV, 


—_ 


* a 
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NY? XV. 
CHEERFUL AND MELLOW:” 
6] 155 
OR a ſong I'm in excellent lten, 1 
My ſpirits are light as a feather 1 115 11A 
I have got my gay heart back againg + 1 
That late was in love's heavy t ether: 
No longer Ill figh in deſpair, Un 
No longer a ſad filly fellow; 24 2x1 L 
You may ſee tho? I have had care, 
Yet my temper is cheerful and mellow: | 
| We #4. * 
For Chloe I died on the rack, "£37.71 


While Philis for me was deſpairing 
Yet love ever runs in this track, Nn oA 
In ſpite of our curſing and caring. 1.5 
Let fools then at deſtiny ſwear, 
I leave them to bluſter and bellow: 
You may ſee tho' I have had care, | 
Yet my temper is cheerful and mellow, 
Good Lord, when I think of her eyes, 
Lask how I lived thro' my forrow : 


| How madneſs could cool or grow wile, 
| That ever grew worſe with the morro . 
| Am I cured by the bow or the fair, 
Is it punch, or a kind punchinello: * 


You may ſee tho? I have had care, 
Yet my temper is cheerful and mellow, rx. 


oY 
+» 


* 5 N 7 5 
4 »d * a | . Y * 85 b = 
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„ 


1 22 | 


(3) 
1 


If any be. truck deep as I, 4 
By Jove he muſt run and not n J 
Like me make an effort and fly, 1 
And drink in her abſcrice a en. 1 n . 
Sing this, and ſoft mute beware, its wi l 
Flute, fiddleʒ and vislenerllo: th 5 
And he'll find tho” he his had care, 
That he'll ſoon become cheerful and mellow. 


47 ene 


— 2 


1 * . * 
ben He g's i 1: %; Ain 277 


Teile you might wiſh me to ſhew, 
How 2 heart that is bit may pred yh We 
By Jove, it be dangles, Þ know” 4 -''s 7 
No maxim to ſave à true lover. 722 —ʃ 
He muſt gallop from jealous deſpairy o 2951) fit 
Nor wait to be curſed like Othello: 181 
And he'll find tho' he has had care, 
That he'll ſoon betome * and * 


VI. 


Then lovers, if any there ber, LPS 92. by. 
Who with foo a cure at this table,, N21 
In my eng an- example you ke; "7; Nor 8. 
When willing, how much we are ad 1 7 r 
For tho? its no elegant air, 1:5 | & 
With a cadence of fine Rhetornello:, - et 
You may ſee tho I haye had care 


Yet my.temper is cheerful and . 


